
KELIGIOUS HEADING.

RELIGION AND REFORMS ALL OVER
THE WORLD.

Anarchy I the Ripest Fruit of the Uoil-l- e

Iiloit and Tendencies uf Our Age,
Writes Hot. Ira 8. Uuilit Need of
Cod.

Thin fleshy fold of clay which wraps us
rnunil.

fe This tenement of earth In which wo
fy dwell,

do pricuou wuii many n grievous
wound,

And nurtllng darts of pain from cell
to cell,

Shalt as Hod wills bo changed to one
all fair,

Imperishable as the stars above,
I Freed from earth's withering blasts of

care,
Freo through infinite realms of Bpaco

to move.
Then the spirit hero so fettered In Its

flight,
Imprisoned In Its crumbling walls of

V clay,
I otfall burst Its chains to soar In ratll- -

I ant l!ght;
Willi angels soar, In bright im- -

I mortal day.
I All holy Joys and aspirations won,
L When of tlio skies thero breaks the

golden dawn!
W Mrs. Lisa A. Fletcher.

ANAUCHY AND HIN.
Do wo understand tho creed of the

anarchist? Tho thorough going an-

archist believes that men should be
freo to do what they feel llko doing.
Ho believes that law, government, n,

tho Institutions of society nro
obstacles In the way of such freedom,
which must bo broken down and de-

stroyed before there can bo any com-
plete emancipation. Ho denies all re-

straints and most of all he passionate
ly denies God. Killing kings and pres
idents Is simply living up to his creed.
Such acts appear to him tho most ef- -
Fflftll'ii lilmifu tit (tin e l.ltal. .l nod-..-

rot things. Anarchy Is tho logical out
come, tho ripest fruit of tho godless
ideas and tendencies of our ago. When
wo allow business interests to take
precedence over tho duties of human
brotherhood or tho demands of God's
righteousness, when we go on tho
prlnclplo that n thing Is right because
it pays, when wo try to appcaso tho
discontent Inevitable amid such glar-
ing contrasts between the successful
and tho unsuccessful, with charities
that are cheaper than Justice; when by
selfish neglect wo allow our politics to
become a matter of spoils and pulb,
managed on the theory that every man
has-hi- price; when wo grow so doubt--
ul about God that we cease to fear
Its Just displeasure, ngalnst our sins,

and so Indifferent to the cry of His
Fatherhood that wo mako our personal
comfort and convenience more Import-
ant than His loving servlco; when wo
tprsaho Ood then wo aro preparing a
Jill whero anarchy will grow and llour-h- ;

nay, wo aro fostering fears, Jeal-
ousies, hatreds, discontents, which
shall becomo a very hot-be- d of an-

archy. We cannot do without God.
There is no standard of righteousness
or of truth, or of lovo in tho world or
in mankind that Is big enough to
compel our respect, strong enough to
command our obedlenco, clear enough,
accurate enough to measuro ourselves
by; high, holy, beautiful enough to lift
us out of ourselves into that spiritual
enthusiasm which wo need of right do-

ing. Wo cannot do without God. For
tho path for right doing and truo living
Is not easy. To walk In It wo must
trample on tho beast within us; It
leads tho contrary way to tho broad

.JLrpaU or our sclllsu desires, it Is n na-
rrow way of sacrlflco and effort. To

walk In It wo ncod a better strength, a
nobler impulse than our own. Neither
you nor I, nor our nation, nor human
socloty. can do without God. All they
that forsako Him shall bo ashamed. Ho
Is the fountain of living water. He
only is our salvation. Rev. Ira S. Dodd,
in Now York Obsorver.

tiii: oor.DKN hui.i:.
"Tho Golden Rule" was tho subject

f a recent sermon of tho Rev. John
"luscm at tho Orchard P. M. Church, on
Oakland street, Philadelphia. Ho
spoko in part as follows: "Let us ob-

serve, what will tako placo it tho Gold-
en Rule was tho governing prlnclplo of

en's lives. First, society would be
reo from tho tongue of slander. Ono of

tho bancs of human society today is
the slimy tonguo of the vile backbiter
and scandalmonger that 'bears falso
witness against his neighbors.' How
it has injured tho reputation of thou-
sands and robbed them of their good
names. Shakespeare says of such a
person: 'Ho who steals my purse, steals
trash; but he who niches from mo my
good name, robs mo of thnt which not
enriches him, but makes mo poor In-

deed.' How It has driven tho minister
from tho pulpit and driven him to a

grave! How it has sopar-rtc- d

husband nnd wlfo, and broken up
onco happy homes and divided families
nnd tho best of friends! The slimy
tonguo of slander is set on fire of hell,
nnd what a flro a little matter from
It Ulndleth. I have seen churches or

communities rent ntrander by th
tongue of slander, nnd when the mat
tcr was sifted to the bottom, thorp wa
no reason for it whatever Tho slan
derous tongue is thoughtless, Indiffer-
ent nnd heartless. Should this become
tho ruling principle, dishonesty nnd
dishonest nets would disappear from
society. There would bo no more adul.
toratlon of food, putting wnter In milk,
sand in sugnr, chalk In Hour., or oilier
practices that are Just iu had, by which
our neighbors and fellow-me- n ar
robbed nnd tho pockets of others lined,
Theie would bo no more light weights
or 'iort measures or false balances,
which Is another method of robbing
tho peoplo, and which Is an nbomlun-tio- n

in tho eyes of tho Ixird. If the
gold(i rule was tho controlling prin
ciple of men's minds there would be nc
more .of the speculation and gambling
practices that exist today. What gam-
bling there lu going on In society to-

day, what number? of people arc try-
ing to get something for nothing, cov-

eting what other people possess! II

the golden rule was the order of the
day there would bo no more of the cor-
ruption and evil practices that make
us blush today. Bribery for office
bribery for legislation and bribery foi
Influence and tho business would not
bo heard of again.

HOW TO I'lll'.VKNT woiuir.
To cure worry the Individual must bt

his own physician; ho must give the
caso heroic treatment. Ho must real-
ize, with every fiber of his being, the
utter, absoluta uselcssness of worry
Ho must not think this Is common'
placo a bit of mere theory; it Is a real-
ity that ho must translate for hlmsell
from mere words to a real, living fact
Ho must fully understand that it il
were possible for him to spend a whole
serins of eternities in worry It would
not change the fact ono Jot. There are
two reasons why man should nol
worry, cither ono of which must oper
ate in every Instance. First, bocausi
ho cannot prevent tho results ho fearB
Second, because ho can prevent them
If ho bo powerless to avert the blow
ho needs perfect mental concentratiot
to meet it bravely, to lighten Its forco
to got what salvage ho can from the
wreck, to sustain his strength at thh
time when ho must plan a new future
If ho can prevent tho evil ho fears
then ho has no need to worry, for thi
would, by so doing, bo dissipating en
orgy in his very hour of need. If mat
docs, day by day, over the best ho cat
by tho light ho has, ho has no need tt
fear, no need to regret, no need t
worry. No agony of worry would di
aught to help him. Neither mortal noi
nngel can do moro than his best,
William Georgo Jordan.

WOIIT1I AMI WOItTIII.KSSNnsS.
Humanity is better and worso thai

men have painted It. There has beer
a kind of theological pessimism in dc
nounclng human sinfulness which hat
been blind tn tho abounding lovo anc
patience nnd courogo and fidelity U
duty among men. Tho passlonatt
lamentations of tho prophets about tin
absoluteness of Israel'B sin must not
bo petrified into a dogma of tho mora
worthlcssness of man. On tho othe:
hand, the sense of shortcoming anc
guilt will not away. Tho noblest soul'
have It most profoundly. Tho moro w

know of God's holiness, tho moro d(
we realize the gap between It and oui
own. After all wo aro sinners bbvcc
by grace alone, and wo can never bar
gain with God on tho basis of out
merits. This humility beforo God Ii

ono of tho fundamental characteristic!
of a really Christian soul. Snndaj
School Times.

ChrUtlan Kndcaroi Topic.
Christmas gifts. Monday, Dec 1C

Notnblo presents, I Kings 9:10-1- 0, i

Kings 8:9, Dan. 5:29; Tuesday, Dec
17, God's gift In Christ. Rom. 5:12-2- 1;

Wednesday, Dec. 18, Offering llfo tc
Jesus, Acts 20:17-2- 5; Thursday, Dec
19, Bring Christ your best.John 12:1-8- ;
Friday, Dec. 20, Giving for a blessing
Mat, 3:8-1- 2; Saturday, Dec. 21, Jesui
worthy of all Rev. 4:11, 5:9-1- 4; Sun-
day, Dec. 22, topic, Our gift to out
King, Mat. 2:1-1- 2.

A Wealthy
,Tho Episcopal parish having the

largest slnglo Income of any in Amer-
ica, Episcopal or any other religion!
body, is St. Bartholomew's, New York
the receipts of which run from $205, 00C

to $220,000 a year.

AIISTIHCT8 rmm HintSIONH.
Our bodies aro manacled, our soult

bound and our spirits shackled, and we
cravo peace to bo found alono In the
Father's eafo abiding place, the shekel
of God's loving arms. Rov. Dr. Virgin,
Worcester. Mass.

Jesus raado no distinction between
rich nnd poor, between weak anl
strong. That a soul stood beforo hln
longing for lts highest possibility wai
to Him tho ono important f.tt. Rov.
Dr. Tnylor, Poughkeepsle, N. T.

Jesus is tho Ideal and the promlso ol
completed manhood. His victory was
tho victory of humanity. His service
was the servlco that humanity can
render always and everywhere. Rov,
Dr. LUtleflcld, Presbyterian, New York
city.

GQG9QQQW!&
CASTLES IN THE AIR,s$$8Homctlmen in 5resmy rcvrrle

I float away n metnorv
And drift r buck to Isles whore wo
In happy lyj, long lout to mo,

Hullt custlek In tho air
On Isles 'mlJ seas of heavenly bluo.
Which only my hopn nnd fanei know,
Heyond the reach of human uew, "

Bivn yours nnd initio, 1 dwelt with you
In castles In tho air.

0 happy clime' So fair anil bright!
Whom In tho purple. gclrlcu Until,
Through ono long ilay that had no night.
We worked and built to wondrous height

Our castles In tho air.

Such hnppy hours they wore withal
Wo newr ilroumed our castles ull

Would sometime Into ruins fall,
And only memory recall

Those castles In the air.

For still )our scornful Iniijth 1 he r.
When once I dared express a f'-- s

Thoso ensiles might not last .1 Je.ir.
You said, "They'll last forov- - jtu

These custlvs In tho air."
Long since from dreaming wo jwokt;
Yet from tin past I oft Invoke
Your fair, sweet face ns thus you spoke.
Or see. It In tobacco smoku,

'Mid castles In tho air.
Sometimes I dream of you until
1 almost think you living still;
Then breaks tho spell! With saddest thrill
I realize no more we will

Make castles In the ulr.

Yet who shall say there may not be,
Awaiting In futurity
Some other clime, where we shall gee
llestored for all eternity

Lost castles In tho air?
Tho Home Magazine.

' "ftv i& --,sr',';Pv,'-'''1'
The Ghost of the Aloho.

DY C. P. GREENLEY.
(Copyright. 1601. by Dally Story Pub Co )

Tho scorching summer had passed,
and tho October winds shrilled over
tho wastes of brown sago grass,
whero tho prairie chickens fluttered
from every knoll, and tho sharp, nt

"Bob White," "Peas rlpo?" "Not
qulto" rang to and fro on tho nipping
frost-lade- n air.

Thero was a vague hint of uneasi-
ness nmong tho men and cattle. Twice,
thero hnd been a barely averted stam-
pede, and tho cause thero lay tho crux
of tho matter.

You have heard, how In tho first
days of tho Alalio, It was owned by an
Englishman who set his traditions at
naught, nnd took to wife tho daugh-
ter of Jose, tho Mexican, whoso ranch
lay .to tho sonth, touching tho Alaho
for miles? Then ypu havo also heard
tho talo of tho glass-eye- d broncho, who
galloped from tho Red death, straight
Into tho cyelono's heart?

Many years havo como and gono
since then. Tho black-eye- d Nita sleeps
In tho old Spanish cemetery whero tho
white trail of tho mesa ends; and tho
Englishman has gono to his own place
over-se- n.

In tho old hacienda, a young Jose
reigns In the old man's stead; but
when tho autumn comes, and tho Dark
Gods rido over tho mountain crest and
mesa,, men say that tho glass-oyc- d

broncho gallops out to the West woo
to tho herd, and woo to tho man that
meets him along the ride, for death
and ruin rido in tho wake of tho lire-sho- d

heels, and tho cattlo quiver with
fear, as tho long-draw- n neigh shrills
out of tho dark.

White man, red man, cowboy and
greaser, when tho night comes, and
they gather nt tho gato of tho corral,
whisper omnlously, nnd thero Is a

that means trouble.
John had laughed much and argued

more, but against a dead wall of

"Let mo go."

Bhrugs, and sullcnness that grow with
each day,

Tho cattlo had been restless and un-
easy for days, tho men not much bet-
ter. No longor at dusk, tho songs rang
up from the corral, for tho rumor had
gono among them:

Rusty Pete had seen tho glass-ey- e.

Pete drank deeper and sworo louder
than over before. Even Miguel flat-
ly refused to ride tho South trail, and

on John expressing his opinion of men,
women nnd things, Including Miguel
and tho glass-ey- e, which was not u
thing, ho failed to answer to call.
Neither were Drlpht-eyc- s or tho pap-poo-

to bo found.
John camo in that night, seemingly

having caught tho mood of tho men. I
stood It ns long as womnn-natur- o could
bo expected to, and then began to ques-
tion him.

Two or three turns up and down tho
room, and then ho fnced around tn his
favorite position on tho hearthrug.

"It nmounts to this, llttlo woman:
Tho cntlro layout of tho Alaho havo

The glass-eye- d broncho,
gono ghost crazy, and thero will bo se-

rious trouble If I cannot find somo wny
to stop it. Somo havo nctually refused
to rido the trail that leads from Joso's.
I will rido it myself in tho morning.
At tho present stage of tho game, it
will never do to forco an Issuo. Pete
and Miguel together havo sot tho whole
forco by tho ears, and tho cattlo seem
to have caught It, too. They aro rov-
ing all the time, ant. It Is, hard enough
to keep up with thorn as it is, without
this additional nonsense.

Tho morrow dawned a perfect Oc-

tober day, and to John's dismny, I or-

dered Red Hess saddled, and insisted
on riding that trail with him.

"Let me go, it will do moro to quiet
them than anything else," I said, and
after a show of argument, ho agreed
with me.

Tho boys crowded to tho gato as wo
rode out, and there was a faint cheer
as they caught sight of me. I saw
an anxious look on old Pcto's faco, as
ho stood, the last ono gazing after mo,
for tho trail that led to Jose's was tho
trail tho glass-ey- e rode. John's spirits
wont up as we cantered along, and tho
day passed swiftly. Tho cattlo woro
scattered hero and thero under our
feet the dried grass rustled, and the
keen wind died down. We talked of
many things, but, somehow, could not
keep oft tho subject of the two that
had once ridden this trail in tho long
ago. Two, young and full of llfo as
wo, and now that Alaho was ours, and
they were passed boyond. John told mo
old talcs that ho had heard from tho
rangers, of tho early days when men
and women faced tho red death day
by day, and tho song of tho bullot
shrilled abovo tho cradles ot the wil-
derness stories of the old graves in
tho cometcry, whero Nita lies, of tho
Spanish rancheros, and the passing ot
priest nnd don beforo tho hardy mon
from tho East.

Tho heat grew moro Intense. Tho
cattlo were very quiet at first, but as
the day declined, they began to wan- -

dor restlessly, nnd In tho pawing hooR
and lifted horns, John woko up to
the danger. In tho North, tho hnza
rottolNcd Itself Into a heavy bank thnt
grew every moment. Wo wero miles
from home when wo turned. Tho herd
beforo us began to clrclo back. Join's
faco grow graver with overy glance at
tho darkening North. Llttlo gusts ol
wln.l camo and went, now whirling tho
sand lu small columns, then dropping,
llko a. llvo creature toying with Its
prey. It grow so dnrk that I could
nrdly sco John's face as ho rodo along-

side me.
"Mnrgnre'., my Mnrgaret, wo must

rido for our lives. Never mind tho cat-
tle." As theso words left his lips thoro
was a prolonged roar, n blinding crash,
and tho world was shrouded In n II

void of night, and tho crash ot
God's artillery filled all space.

Red Hess trembled nnd stood still
with a low whinny of fenr. Tlui horse
that John rode sunk to his haunches,
as out of tho night, over tho thunder
voices, rang tho shrill shnrp'uclgliof a
horse, and tho sharp, keen ring of gal-

loping hoofs--s- o nenr, that as ho
passed, tho blare ot tho lightning
shone on tho whlto eye-ball- s. With
hrldlo nnd empty saddle, passed tho
glass-eye- d broncho.

Red Bess screamed, and lunged out
with her hoofs, and then llko n mad
thing, flow for homo. I can fell It yot,
tho cut of tho wind and tho drenching
rnln, with tho awful cannonade, and
behind us a new sound, tho llko ot
which hnd never yet been heard tho
rush of n thousand idnddcncd cattle.
John gavo Red Bess a cut with tho
quirt alid digging his spurs deep, wo
nintlo tho raco for our lives. I could
sco his face, us tho green glaro ot tho
lightning Hashed between us, but I
could not hear a word. It was a silent
goodbye, that each thought to bo tho
last, and still wo rodo on.

Just out from tho corral, camo Mi-

guel and Peto, heading a searching
party. It was homo and safety, and
thero were no questions nsked, but
Miguel crossed his brenst as ho bared
his head in n mutterd prayer to "Our
lidy of Guadaloupo."

Of that night's work, and tho ruin
that lay In tho track ot tho glass-eye- d

broncho, It would bo weary tell-
ing, but when tho pitiful remnants ot
tho herd was rounded up, nnd wo faced
tho worst, relief was written on overy
face. Wo had "Dreed tho weird," and
over tho fire, tho men sang tho border
songs onco more, nnd told oven darker
talcs of tho "Ghost of tho Glass-Eye- d

Broncho."

Hnppy, Though Mlnoriililo.
W. K. Vnndcrbllt, Jr., tho other day

got out of Ills fl5,000 Mercedes racer
with a queer expression on his fnce.
"Run Into anybody?" queried a friend
casually. Mr. Vanderbllt's expression
expanded into a slow, full smile.
"Well, yc es In n way," ho said.
"Tho other day at a dinner I ran across
an old boro of a fellow, who expressed
the most ardent ambition to havo n
rido In my racer. As I didn't tako any
notlco of his hints, my gentleman de-

liberately asked to bo allowed to havo
a ride, to which I had to consent, ns ho
was a friend of the fnmlly, you know,
though I made an Inward vow to shako
him up a bit. You see, ho had never
beforo been on an automobile. Well,
I took him along today. I started at
a quiet llttlo gait, taking caro not to
increaso tho speed gradually, us of
qourso ho would not then havo felt It,
but Just when ho was in tho midst of
an ecstatic eulogy on tho 'calm, oven
floating motion of automoblllng, I
turned on full speed nnd let tho thing
fly. Ho clung to his seat with his two
hands, his eyes fairly shining and
bulging with fear and oxcltomont.
'How do you llko it?' I nsked, as tho
wind whirled his hat off. 'Wh-hy- ,' ho
stammered between his gasps for
breath, 'my lad, l'vo Just solved tho
problem of how to bo happy though
miserable!'" Tho Motor World.

Tho World's Wine Hull.
Tho total production ot wlno In 1900

Is estimated at 3,018,700,000 gallons. Of
this total 3,403 million gallons was
produced In Europo, nnd 2C0 million
gallons In Americu, whllo tho British
Empire, with a vastly larger area than
Europe, and embracing overy variety
ot soil and climate, is only represented
by a production of somo 9,000,000 gal-
lons or a th part of tho
whole. France, with a ylold of 1,482
million gallons stands easily first as
tho leading wlno producer. Her con-

tribution was about half tho ylold of
all Europe, and considerably more
than a third ot that of tho entire globe.

Wuter In llamlioot.
Mr. R. H. Yapp, a British naturalist,'

who has recently explored tho moun-
tain ranges of tho Ma'ay Peninsula, re-
ports tho hitherto little-know- n fact
that in several Bpecles of bamboo the
hollow internodes tho parts of tho
stems between tho Joints aro stored
with large quantities of naturally fil-

tered water. Tho knowledge of thU
fact might bo of great service In an
emergency.

A Natural Query,
MotherWell, denr, what Is It? Ge-

rtrudeDo you think, mamma, 70U will,
ever learn to lovo mo as much aj you
do Fldo? Puck.
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